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BROMLEY MELMOT. 
( Continued from page 2.) 

PAUL being perfectly well satis- 
fied with Mr. Bromley’s determination, 
they both repaired to-the cottage. 
Bridget had stripped the body, and laid 
it out decently in the best room, and 
now sat giving food to the foundling, 
while her own children gathered round 
to admire and share the repast of the 
little stranger. The arrival of the cler- 
gyman dispersed the timid group, who 
immediately retired to a respectful dis- 
tance, while Paul put into Mr. Brom- 
ley’s hands the memorials they had 
found on the deceased. His counte- 
nance changed as he looked on the sig- 
nature in the tablet, and he desired to 
see the defunct. Bridget removed the 
cloth which covered her face: in an in- 
stant he started, turned pale, and a tear 
trembled in his eye. He stooped near- 
er, and took a minute survey of every 
feature, murmuring, in a broken voice 
—*Strange recollection! Yet it cannot 
be! No—no—’tis impossible! But the 
name——.” Then turning to Paul and 
Bridget, who stood viewing him in 
mute surprise, he said—‘* My good 
friends, the figure before us reminds 
me so strongly of a dear and only rela- 
tive, that I cannot suppress the emo- 
tions which remembrance excites. The 
circumstance has made a deep impres- 
sion on my mind, and I am determined 


whether my suspicions are just, or not, 
I am confirmed in the intentions I from 
the first moment adopted. This un+ 
happy female shall be interred with all 
proper decorum, the expense of which 














I will myself be answerable for, as also 
for the maintenance of the child, which 
1 hope you will favour me by taking 
charge of, as you know I have no fami- 
ly of my own.” Paul assured him, and 
with sincerity, that both himself and 
wife were heartily willing to keep the 
child, in their poor way, as long as it 
lived, without desiring any emolu- 
ment; which he considered as render- 
ing an act of charity mankind should 
always be ready to shew to each other 
in time of necessity ; a duty, of which 
Mr. Bromley himself so strongly and 
constantly reminded them. .from the 
pulpit, and by the practice of his own 
life enforced. 

Fearing lest, by some accident or 
chance, the child should have been de- 
prived of baptism, Mr. Bromley judg- 
ed it necessary to perform the sacred 
ceremony himself, and to give the in- 
fant his own sirname, with that of Mel- 
mot. This done, he ordered every 
thing necessary for the funeral, and in 
a few days, the remains of the unfortu- 
nate wanderer, were interred in the 
burial ground of the parish church, 
with pious solemnity. About three 
days after the burial, a stranger de- 
manded an audience of Mr. Bromley : 
he was admitted, and in his country 
dialect, said he came in consequence of 
an advertisement which had been seen, 
by one of his customers in the newspa- 
per; for the good man himself, though 
he kept the black lion, could not read. 
He then proceeded thus with his infor- 
mation. 

“And, so reverend sir, you must 
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know, as how a young woman, such as 
was told of in your paper, came to my 
house about a fortnight ago. She had 
a young child in her arms, and seemed 
to be much troubled in her mind, she 
did nothing but write scraps of paper 
and burn ’em again ; and, all I could do, 
I could make her take nothing but a 
glass of cyder and a bun, for she seem- 
ed main red; but said she could not 
sleep if she went to bed; so, God for- 
give me, but I feared she was going to 
do something amiss with the child; so, 
besure, I was not sorry when she went 
away; but before she went, she gave 
my wife this letter, and desired her to 
sent it to the post; but, sure enough, 
mistress forgot it, and here it is; so if 
it be of any service to you, you be right 
welcome to it: for wife, she be not 
larned enough to understand such fine 
writing.” Mr. Bromley took the 
letter with eagerness, and, giving the | 
man something for his trouble, dis- 





ble man, who was abandoned by his un- 
natural daughter, for a false, designing 
villain! him will I seek, and prostrate 
on the earth, implore that forgiveness, 
—I have granted you! Farewell, Au. 
gustus, farewell! I feel this last shock 
will be too much for me. Can I but 
reach my father’s first, "twill be enough. 
Ah! Montague, when you receive this, 
I shall be cold enough! I have wander- 
ed a great way, and am very tired. It 
‘18 my opinion, the people think me 
mad; for when I[ ask my road, they 
laugh, and stare ut me so rudely, that 
I feel the tears scald my cheeks !—Oh! 


(when shalt I find rest!” 
( To be continued. ) 


——— +e 
ANTICIPATED IMPROVEMENTS. 


When we cast a retrospective eye, 
over the almost incredible discoveries 
which the last hundred years have pre- 
sented to the world, we are lost in 
wonder and amazement: a great num- 





missed him, not wishing to expose his 
feelings before the ignorant innkeeper. 
He was no sooner out of sight, than he 
hastily broke the seal—and read as fol- | 
lows. 


To Augustus Montague, Esq. 


Read! Read! cruel Montague. It is 
the injured Fanny Bromley, who now, 


probably for the last time, addresses 


you. ’Tis her, whom you once swore 
to protect with your life and fortune ; 
whom you now leave, the hapless vic- 
tim of her credulity. How much I 
once loved, the implicit confidence I 
placed in your honor, May evince. 
So much, do I now detest the wretch, 
who can forget vows registered in 
Heaven, and plight his perjured faith 
at the altar to another! You are marri- 
ed! Well, well—never may my image 
rise to disturb your tranquility. All 
In my power shall be done to ensure 


ber of these, however important they 


| may appear, are as yet only embrvons, 


|} which demand care to be developed. 

What results.may we not expect, when 
we consider, that the lightning has 
been corked up ina bottle. The air 
metamorphosed into solid bodies, and 
solid bodies into air, thata needle rub- 
bed with the loadstone, has united the 
most distant quarters of the globe, that 
by means of saltpetre and sulphur, 
which before only burned our fingers, 
we may now separate whole continents, 
that men have journeyed through the 
air, like the fabled witches of old ; 
whales others have dived into ocean’s 
deepest caves, and explored their won- 
ders, without even wetting the soles of 
their shoes. Oh! if we could find the 
key of the sacred vault, where a thou- 
sand similar Racwvetes remain hid- 
den ! who dare doubt that we may not 
hereafter attain an age of nine hundred 








you peace in this world; every pledge 
of your attachment shall be destroyed, 
but one,—ah! the thought chills me— 
your child! But I will remove it far, 
far, from your sight, I will seek my 
much i injur ed father; the dear, venera- 





years; submit the whale to the gul- 
dance of the rein, and traverse upon 
his back, from one pole to the other; 
who awh but what, armed with the 
knowledge of chemistry and physiolo- 
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gy carried to its utmost perfection, 
some able minister of finance, may suc- 
ceed in inventing an unguent capable 
of making grow upon the backs of his 
party, a precious wool, which may be 
sheared every year for the benefit of 
the treasury? unfortunately, all these 
fine things remain hidden in a laby- 
rinth, of which Bacon in vain sought 
the clew, and man at present is doom- 
ed to make the greatest discoveries, as | 
frogs detect saline sources and mine- 
eral waters. C. 
a 
PICTURE OF AN AMERICAN HERO. 
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without lamentations of the neglect of 
learning, the conspiracies against geni- 
us, and the slow progress of merit, or 
some praises of the magnanimity of 
those who encounter poverty and con- 
tempt in the cause of knowledge, and 
trust for the reward of their labours to 
the judgment and gratitude of posteri- 
ty. 
—— + 
AMUSEMENTS. 

The mind cannot indeed, endure uninterrupt- 
ed application to serious and important sub- 
jects ; it becomes fatigued by action as well 
the body ; and, like it, must be soothed and in- 
| vigorated by occasional repose. Objects, there- 
‘fore, of a lighter nature, and such as tend to 








To all the ardent valor of the youth- 


intrepidity of the veteran, He en- 
tered the service, with the principles 
of a soldier and a patriot, the love of 
fame; and the love of his country. His 
mind, active and vigorous—burning 
with the thirst of honour—flew to 


' 


ful warrior, he added the wisdom and 





posts of danger with a rapidity which 


gave tenfold value to his military exer- || 


please the imagination and exhilarate the fancy, 
; must be resorted to for that purpose ; in doing 
| which, the greatest danger is, that as amuse- 
|ments are generally calculated to operate upon 
the passions, they may be suffered to acquire 
undue influence, and divert the mind from such 
a degree of atrention to the claims of duty, as 
is esseatially necessary to give stability to re- 
solution, efficacy to operation, and dignity to 
‘character. We should, therefore, avoid exces- 
‘sive indulgence, in any pleasure, and vigilantly, 
firmly, guard against and reject every thing, 
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tions, and rendered his onsets terrible { tha: may have the smallest tendency to licen- 


as resistless. No expedition appeared | 
to him either difficult or impracticable | 
that was to be undertaken for the good | 
of the cause in which he had embarked. | 
Fortune too, seemed enamoured of his 
valour, for she preserved his life in a- 
bout a hundred and thirty actions : and 
though he cannot stretch out an arm 
without shewing an honourable testi- 
mony of the dangers to which he was 
exposed, he has still a hand leftto wield 
a sword in the service of his country. 


——— aE 
FLATTERY. 

It is necessary to the success of flat- 
tery, that it be accommodated to parti- 
cular circumstances or characters, and 
enter the heart, on that side, where the 
passions stand ready to receive it. A 
lady, seldom listens with attention to 
any praise but that of her beauty; a 
merchant always expects to hear of his 
influence at the bank, his importance 
on the exchange, the height of his cre- 





dit, and the extent of his traffic: and 
the author will scarcely be pleased 





tiousness. We should remember, that youth is 
the most favourable season for the acquisition 
of knowledge, for the obtrusive cares and cor- 
rosive anxieties awakened by an intercourse 
with society, will damp the ardour of pursuit, 
and paralize the energies of thought. 

Our amusements should be regulated by the 
dictates of sound reason, inspired by a just sen- 
sibility of the value of time, the importance of 
knowledge, and the dangerous influence of re- 
laxation in the pursuit of it. 

—~ae + ao 

A young gentleman at sea, was desired to 
take a telescope and give his opinion of some 
vessel then in sight. After in vain endeavour. 
to find a focus suitable to his eye, he exclaim- 
ed, ‘Oh! I wish I had my father’s glass.” — 
* And what then ?” said the captain. ** Why,” 
said he, ‘the country church was full three 
miles from my father’s house, yet through his 
glass I have looked at it, and looked at it, till I 
have brought it so near, that I have absolu ely 
heard its clock strike!!!” 





aD ora 

A captain in coming up the Delaware, took a 
pilot from a cutter that came along side; on 
coming on board, the pilot, who was an Irish- 
man, accosted him with, “indeed now but I’ve 
been looking for you these three weeks.” —— 
‘What then,” said the captain, “is my name?” 
“ Arrah,” rejoined the other, * would you be 
after asking me your name, when you know & 





i so well yourself ?” 
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Lines on seeing a child sleeping in the arms of a 
beggar. 


Sleep baby dear ! enjoy thy peaceful rest! 
Mild as the ev’ning dew on earth descends, 
Sleep on, thus cradled on thy mother’s breast, 
Whose eye with fondness o’er thy slumbers 
bends. 
Child of distress, tho’ want thy birth-right be, } 
And chill neglect may nip thy tender years ; 
Yet he who gave thee, by his great decree, 
This life to breathe, shall dry thy falling 
tears. , 
Oh! — indeed, the poor man’s wretched 
ot! 
The victim of the world’s unfeeling scorns ! 
Did he not know, that tho’ by man forgot, 
There is a God, the friend of him that mourns. 
Sleep on sweet babe, and bless thy mother’s 
heart, 
Who gazes on thee with such rapture now ! 
Poor houseless wretch! I see the tears that 
start © 
And fall unnoticed on thy baby’s brow! 
A wanderer in life’s be wilder’d road, 
Pities the sorrows which he can’t re'ieve ; 
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Though her sweet voice shall never, never fill 
My soul with transport, nor her eyes impart 
Another look,—for memory can restore 
Charms that are dead, and sounds that are no 
more. ALMANZOR. 


ED Gyre 
WOMAN. 

Let fools who ne’er her value knew, 
Sweet woman’s worth deny; 
With cold indifference virtue view, 
Display’d in beauty’s eye. 

I envy not the flinty soul, 

That ne’er affection felt ; 

The heart where love has no control, 
That beauty cannot melt. 

Let critics frown at lover’s bliss, 
And woman’s charms defy ; 


| Be’t mine to taste the honied kiss, 


And catch the tender sigh. 
oe 


TO MISS CHARLOTTE 


Oh! would’st thou share with me some cot, 
Where love and innocence might rove ; 
Or, o’er some lawn, or daisied spot, 

Or through some verdant foliag’d grove ! 
With thee to stray near some pure stream, 
To taste the vernal joys of youth ; 

To realize fair fancy’s dream, 

And prove to heaven my plighted truth. 
No more, dear maid ! the falling tear, 
Should e’er thy lovely cheeks distain, 








And pity finds acceptance with the God, 
Whose will denies the ampler powers to 
give. 
—e +e 
ON A PAINTING OF J. H. PAYNR, by a Lady 


Sweet face, where frolic fancies rove, 
Where all Youth’s glowing graces reign, 
Who art thou? Genius, Pleasure, Love? 
The smiling vision answered, Puin. 
I thought Pain was a spectre dire, 
Was Genius’, Love’s, or Pleasure’s bane : 
Thy cheek is health, thy eye is fire ; 
No, beauteous youth, thou art not Pain. 
*€ Ah gentle maid, if ere thy breast 
Knew transient joy, Love’s galling chain, 
One ray of Genius’ hadst possest, 


Thou wouldst have known they all were Pain. 


ED > eens 


SONNET. 


Delightful hour! when first responsive eyes 
Tell to each other Love’s unutter’d name ; 
When thrilling sweetness steals through all 

the frame, 

And dreams of bliss till then untasted, rise ! 

When heaves the wond’ring breast with sud- 

den sighs, 

And beating hearts confess a mutual flame, 

When reason starts at what it cannot blame, 
And all the soul is lost in sweet surprise ! 

Dear and delightful hour ! I love thee still, 


| Unless the pearly drop, so dear, 

Steals softly down for other’s pain. 

: That bosom mild no more should heave, 

Unless for sorrows not its own ; 

Nor falsehood’s form again deceive, 

Or find in thy fond heart a throne. 

Then yield, my love ! thy faith to me, 

Nor think you trust a truant heart ; 

We'll brave the storm of life’s rough sea, 

Till life’s last sigh our souls shall part. 
EDGAR. 
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on 
TO MERCY. 


First attribute of heaven ! to sinners dear. 
The constituted hope of guilty man, 
Of: hast thou wip’d the cheek bede wing tear, 
Whose streamlets from the conscious bosom 
ran: 
Or, hush’d the heart-felt sigh with pow’r be- 
nign; FS 
And seal’d forgiveness, pardon all divine. 
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Of the First and Second volumes may be had 
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Though she is dead to whom I gave my 
heart ; 
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